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One 


Dave scowled as he focused on James Hetfield's grinning face. Once, he would have returned the grin, possibly 


followed by a friendly arm around James’ shoulder. Now he was poised with a dart, somewhat unsteady as he 


had been drinking. 

"This is going right in your dick, you smug c*nt!" Dave muttered. 

A knock at the door startled Dave and he dropped the dart, nearly stabbing his foot. Cursing, he strode out of 
the room and went to the front door of his apartment. He flung the door open and saw Cliff standing there. He 


was wearing his stetson and his demin jacket was buttoned up, to protect against the cold. 


"Cliff" said Dave, his bad mood melting away. "Come in buddy". Dave ushered Cliff inside. "Come and have a 


beer". 


"Thanks dude" said Cliff. The two guys went into the living room and Dave pulled a can of beer free from the 
six pack on the coffee table. 


"There ya go. Sit down and I'll put the radio on". 


Cliff took the can from Dave and opened it with a hissing sound. Dave went over to the table where his stereo 
was and switched it on. As he turned the tuning knob, Cliff caught sight of a poster on the far wall..a poster 
with a familiar band on it. 


"Hey Dave, | didn't.uhhh, know you were still a fan of the M band l'm in" he said 


Dave glanced up at the poster and scowled. "I'm not. I'm using it for target practise. Get a bit closer and you'll 


see the holes, mainly concentrated in the dick areas". 


"Hmm" Cliff mused, noticing a very large hole in the center. "An' lim cut off there altogether. You must be 


really mad at me dude". 
"No, dumbass! | cut you out so | wouldn't accidentally hit you with a dart!" 
Cliff laughed. "I'm flattered. Did you keep me then? | hope you're not letting me get creased’. 


ll be careful. I've got a magnet around somewhere, I'll stick you on the fridge. Then you can be close to the 


beer". 


"Good idea" Cliff said. Dave continued to fiddle with the knob on the radio, trying to to tune into a rock station. 


As he turned it, a Christmas song came on. 
"Fuck!" Dave swore. "Fucking shitty Christmas music. It can suck my dick and then fuck off, load of garbage". 


"Ooh, someone's channeling Scrooge today" Cliff smirked. "| seem to remember you being the life and soul of 


the party last Christmas". 

"Well, that was LAST Christmas" Dave pointed out. "Before my twin asshole friends shat all over mel” 

Cliff shrugged, feeling awkward. "Uh, yeah" he muttered. He hoped Dave wasn't going to go off on a I hate 
Metallica rant. Not that Cliff could blame Dave for how he felt but it soured the atmosphere and Cliff knew it 


wouldn't do any good at all. 


"That doesn't mean you can't have a good Christmas this year though" he said reasonably. "| mean, you've got 
Megadeth now. You gotta put the past behind you and just have some fun’. 


Dave sat down next to Cliff. "Yeah, | guess your right" he muttered. 
lm always right. Except when I'm wrong" said Cliff. He took a tin out of his jeans pocket. "Want a joint?" 


Dave accepted a joint of Cliff and he was quiet for a while, smoking and listening to the radio. Then he looked 


Up again. 


"So, you gonna come round on Christmas Day?" he asked hopefully. 
"Uhh, sorry dude but | won't have time" said Cliff. Dave looked sulky. 
"Huh, | guess you're gonna spend the whole day sucking James and Lars’ dicks!" 


"Chill dude. I'm having Christmas dinner with my mom and dad, then visiting my gran and granddad after that. | 


may not even see James and Lars". 

"Ok, sorry" said Dave, hanging his head. "Didn't mean to get pissy with you". 

"IFs alright" said Cliff, though he was secretly troubled. Shit! he thought. Dave has really got a hang up over 
Metallica. I've gotta help him but what can | do? He needs to get his focus off them and onto something else. 


Reaching for his beer, he noticed that he had put it on a bass amp. An idea began to form in his mind. 


"You know dude, l'm sorry that you think Christmas might be sucky this year. But you know who it'll really be 
sucky for?" 


"Who?" Dave asked, puzzled. 

"David, your bass player" said Cliff. Dave frowned slightly. "Think about it” Cliff continued. "It's his first 
Christmas away from home. Not just away from it but 2,000 miles away. | bet he'll really be missing his 
family". 


Dave thought about his mom and sisters and felt bad. He would be able to visit them over the Christmas 
holidays but Junior wouldn't see any of his family at all. "Yeah" he agreed. 


"And he's in a big city too" said Cliff. "After growing up in the sticks, | bet its really scary for him, being all 


alone in LA". 
"He won't be alone" said Dave, making up his mind. "I'll invite him over on Christmas Day". 
"Nice one" said Cliff, taking care to keep the amusement out of his voice. 


"Thanks" said Dave and he gave Cliff a genuine smile. "I'll work really hard to make sure that he has a great 
Christmas". Cliff slapped Dave on the back and gave him the thumbs up sign. 


"Sounds like a plan to me dude". 


Two 


After Cliff had gone home, Dave changed his shirt and jeans, brushed his hair and went downstairs to Junior's 
apartment. Checking his watch, he saw was that it was 18:33. Good Thats plenty of time for hm fo have been 
home trom work and all thought Dave. 

Dave rang the doorbell and seconds later, Junior appeared at the door. His shirt was off, his hair wet and he 
wore a fluffy towel around his shoulders. He stared at Dave with big eyes and a bigger smile and Dave 
suddenly felt shy, though he wasn't quite sure why. 


"Umm, sorry | didn't know you were washing your hair" Dave muttered. "I can come back later?" 


"No, don't be daft, come in" beamed Junior. "l'm nearly done now". Dave followed him inside. Although he had 


been drinking beer at his place, Dave didn't refuse when Junior offered him another. 


"What do you fancy doing?" Junior asked, as Dave opened his new can of beer. "Do you wanna jam for a bit or 


maybe watch some TV? There's a couple of good movies on soon’. 
"Um, yeah maybe" said Dave, trying not to get distracted. He felt nervous for a moment. What if Junior didn't 
want to spend Christmas Day with him? What if he'd planned to spend it with their other band mates and 


Dacve wasn't included in any plans at all? 


Dave quickly pushed that thought out of his head. Stop being so dumb! Just fucking ask hm he mentally scolded 


himself. 
"| just wondered, what are you doing for Christmas?" Dave blurted out. 
Junior blinked, his smile fading. 


‘|, uhhh, dunno. | guess just having a quiet Christmas really" he said, trying to smile again. His expression didn't 


fool Dave for one minute. 

"You wanna come round to my place for Christmas?" Dave asked. 

Junior stared at him in surprise, then his face lit up. 

"Really?" he said eagerly. 

"No dumbass, | just said it for a joke" said Dave but he was grinning. Junior did want to spend Christmas with 


him! Then Junior startled Dave by reaching out, grabbing him and hugging him. Not used to such affectionate 
behaviour while he was (relatively) sober, Dave blushed and squirmed. 


"Ohh, I'd really like that Davel ltd be ace!" Junior said. 


"Steady on kid" said Dave, disentangling himself from Junior's embrace. "You really think itll be that good, 
spending Christmas in my shitty apartment, watching me get drunk?" 


"Yes! And we can get drunk together" Junior said. He looked over at his Iron Maiden calendar. "Ohh, two weeks 


until Christmas Day. What have you planned so far Dave, or it is a secret?" 


Planned! Dave thought in alarm. Shit! "Uhm, well | thought, maybe you wanted to help with the planning" he said 


quickly. "You know, to build up the excitment and anticipation’. 


"Yeah, | wanna do that tool" said Junior, hugging Dave again. "I can help you decorate your tree and put 
garlands up. And we can go Christmas shopping together, to get presents and food. | need you to help me to 


decide what to get my Mom this year. And we can write out our cards together and..".Junior continued 


chattering away, not taking his arms from around Dave. 


Oh shit, what have | set myself up for? Dave thought but he couldn't help feel secretly pleased, 


Three 


The days up until Christmas passed so quickly that Dave didn't have time to dwell on Metallica at all. After he 
had finished work, Junior and the other band members would come round and jam together. On the Saturday, 
Dave and Junior went shopping to get Christmas cards and presents for their families. When the guys all broke 
up from work, Greg and Dijon went off to stay with their families and then Junior was round Dave's place 
nearly all the time, "helping" Dave with the festivities. 


They covered the living room in garlands and because there were some left over, Junior insisted on putting 
them up in the bedroom. They found Dave's tree out but it was very dog eared, so they went out and bought 
a new one. Junior's enthusiasm began to rub off on Dave and he bought some new decorations, snow to spray 
on the tree and lots of sweets and crisps too. 

"Even if it doesn't snow, the tree will still look wintery" said Dave, as he tried to squeeze it into his car. 
"Ohhh, it will snow, it must!" said Junior. "It snows every Christmas." 


"Yeah, back in Minnesota it does" said Dave. "Not so often here in LA". 


"Awww" said Junior, disappointed. Then he smiled again. "Well, it doesn't matter. I'll have such a great Christmas 
with you, | won't think about snow at all". 


"Erm, yeah" said Dave, blushing as he noticed Junior staring at him with big, shining eyes. He finally got the 
tree in and closed the doors. "OK, you hold this". Dave handed the bag of goodies to Junior. “Then we'll stop off 
at the off licence to get some booze". 


As Dave drove away, he noticed that Junior kept giggling. He began to feel flustered. 


Shit, first Junior gets all over excited just cus he's spending Christmas with me, then he starts giggling lke a 
schoolboy. Has he got a crush on me or something? Dave decided the only way to find out was to ask. 


"Hey Junior" he said casually. "What you thinking about that's making you laugh?" 


"Nothing" said Junior. "The end of the Christmas tree keeps tickling my nose!" 


Four 


"Wow, | can't believe it's Christmas Eve", said Junior, looking at his calender. "The time is going so quick"". 


"Yeah" said Dave, pausing between a spoonful of cornflakes. He was having breakfast at Junior's apartment. It 
was a pretty late breakfast however, as the night before he and Junior had got drunk and had slept until 
after midday. The sun was shining in through the kitchen window, denying any possibility of snow for the 


moment. 
"Hmm, shall we go and put the tree up?" Dave said. 
"Yeah" Said Junior eagerly. "| wanna see the new decorations and lights. They'll look really great". 


"You're such a big kid’ said Dave, nudging Junior. "Come on then". The two guys headed for the front door but 
then Junior stopped. 


"Um, can you go on a minute Dave" he said. "But don't start decorating without me, Ok?" 
"What's wrong?" Dave asked. 
Junior smiled. "| have to wrap your present". 


Dave stared at Junior in surprise, then he smiled back. "Uh, sure. I'll just get the tree outta the box but 
nothing else. Just let yourself in, yeah?" 


"Yeah" said Junior and he quickly sneaked another hug before Dave was able to escape. Dave hurried upstairs 
to his apartment, lost in thought. 


Oh shit! Junior's got me a present. | didn’t expect him to get me one and now | dont have anything for him. Im 
going to look Ike a prize asshole when he give me his present on Christmas Day and Ive got fuck all to give him 
back 


Dave took his key out of his jeans pocket and let himself in his apartment. Ok, so all's not lost yet The shops 
are still open today. | just gotta sneak out to get Junior something | won't fell him though. HF | tell him, he'll think | 
forgot and his feelings will be hurt 


What to get Junior? Dave had no idea A record or a band t-shirt? No, he already had tons of those. A comic? 
Dave thought about all the sci-fi comics Junior had. Nah, that's no good. I dunno which ones he's already got 


Dave went into the bedroom, where the tree and box of decorations was. His mind worked busily as he carried 
them through to the living room. Food and booze wasn't any good because they already had plenty of that in 
the kitchen Perhaps a poster of one of Junior's fave bands? Then Dave heard the front door opening and 


Junior called out, "Hey, I'm here now". 
OK, HI think about it later Dave told himself. Junior entered the living room and trotted over to the boxes. 


"Ooh, look at all this tinsel" he said, tugging long shimmery strands out. "And fairy lights too, awesome! Do they 


work?" 
"Uh, they did last year" said Dave. 


Junior beamed and he and Dave began taking all the decorations out. They put up the tree, tested the lights 
(which still worked) then the doorbell went. It was one of Daves' sisters and her family, they had come round 
to bring their presents. Dave made them some coffee and opened a tin of sweets early. After they left, Dave 
only had time to put the dirty cups in the sink before the bell went again. This time it was Cliff (much to 
Dave's delight). He stopped for a beer and some more sweets and he talked bass with Junior for a while. By 
the time he left, it was already getting dark and Dave anxiously thought about Junior's present. 


"Hey, I'm just gonna pop out to the shops a minute" Dave said casually. "You can stay here if ya want". 

"It's Ok, I'll come too" said Junior, scrambling up off the settee. "Won't the shops be shut now though?" 

"Uh, not if I'm quick" said Dave, checking his watch. Shit he thought. How the fuck can I buy Junior a present if 
he's with me? There wasn't time to think of any way to put Junior off though. Dave fetched his coat and 
wallet and checked to see how much money he had. 

"Ah helll" he swore. "I've got no fucking money". 


"Let me see if | have" said Junior, checking his jeans for his wallet. "What did you wanna buy anyway?" 


"Nah, it's OK kid, I'll get some out of my bank account" said Dave. Thatd be fucking brillant, having to borrow 
money off Junior fo get him a present! 


"Ah shit, | don't have any either" Junior sighed. Dave felt relieved for a moment until Junior added "And the 
banks won't be open now, they shut early on Christmas Eve". 


Dave sighed. Maybe he could ring his family or even Cliff and ask them to lend him some money. But even if 
they did, by the time he'd been round to their places to pick it up, it would be too late. All the shops would 
definitely be shut then 


"What was it you needed Dave?" Junior asked. "Is it anything I've got at my place that | could give you?" Dave 


noticed how worried Junior looked and he forced himself to smile. 


"Nah, it's nothing important" he said untruthfully. "It was just, erm chocolate liquers’. 


"But we already have some of those, remember" said Junior. "We bought some yesterday". 


"Ohhh yeah" said Dave, pretending to remember. "Yeah, you're right". He gave a forced laugh. "Oh well, guess | 


don't need to worry ther". 


"Not at all" said Junior. "Hey, shall we play some computer games now? | wanna see if | can beat your high 


score on Pac Man". 
Dave looked at Junior's eager face and made a decision. If he spent the whole time worrying because he hadn't 
got Junior a present, then it would ruin the holiday, both for him and for Junior, who would surely pick up on 


Dave's mood. Junior was sensitive like that, he always seemed to know when something was bothering Dave. 


Hl just give Junior something of mine, a record that he likes or maybe one of my newer posters Dave decided. But 


for now, Im gonna stop worrying and just make sure me and Junior have a good time. 
Dave grinned and Junior and slapped him on the back. 


"Sure" he said. "Though there's no fucking way youll beat mel" 


Five 


Dave was woken from his sleep by somebody warm on top of him, hugging him tightly and kissing his cheek. 
"Happpy Christmas Dave!" an excited voice said in his ear. 


"Uhh" said Dave, blinking his eyes to try and get the sleep out of them. He would have rubbed them but his 


arms were pinned to his sides by the person on top of him. 


Its morning Dave, Christmas morning!” said the voice, who Dave now recognised as Junior. He opened his eyes 


and there was Junior gazing down at him, his face a picture of delight. 

"OK, OK kid, l'm up" said Dave. Looking round, he saw that they were both lying on the settee, covered up by 
the throw. We must have fallen asleep there the previous night, instead of making it to bed Dave thought. Wait, 
what..WE? Dave blushed. Junior's not making it into my bed. And. 


"Junior, did you just kiss me?" Dave demanded but Junior only giggled. He was already up, taking the throw off 
Dave and putting it on the back of the settee. 


Hmm, | must have just dreamed it Dave told himself. He sat up and rubbed his eyes. Both guys were dressed, 
except for their trainers, which lay scattered around at the foot of the settee. 


"Come on Dave, let's open the presents" said Junior. 

Dave went over to the tree, where a large heap of presents surrounded it. The tree looked very pretty; it's 
glossy green foliage decorated with shiny glass baubles, sparkling tinsel and foil wrapped chocolates. Just as 
Dave was about to sit down, Junior switched on the fairy lights and the tree lit up in a multitude of rainbow 
colours. The lights shone and reflected off the baubles, filling the room with dancing colours. 

"There, now it looks even more Christmassy in here" Junior said happily. 

Dave and Junior settled down and began unwrapping their presents. Most of them were metal related; records, 
posters, cassettes and magazines. Dave laughed when he saw that one of Juniors’ sisters had sent him a 
woolly hat and scarf. 

"Hahaha, how cold do your family think it gets out here in LA?" 

‘Maybe it will snow?" said Junior, putting the hat on and wrapping the scarf around his neck 


"It never snows here, only up in the mountains" said Dave. 


The next present was Dave's from Junior. He unwrapped it and saw that it was Accepts new album, Balls to 


the Wall 


"Awesome! | really wanted this record" said Dave. He grabbed Junior with his free arm and hugged him. 
"Thanks Junior!" 


"That's OK" said Junior, blushing with pleasure. He was really pleased that Dave liked his present. 


"l'm gonna put it on’ said Dave. Then he felt a stab of guilt as he remembered he didn't have a present for 


Junior. 
"What's wrong Dave?" Junior asked, noticing his band leader's smile had faded. 


"| didn't get you anything" Dave said, hanging his head. "I'm sorry Junior, | did try to but we had guests then | 


didn't have no money then the shops shut and..".. 
"Hey, its OK" said Junior, giving Dave a genuine smile. "Don't worry about it". 


"Yeah but | feel like an asshole, specially as you got me such an ace present”. Dave looked around the living 


room. "You can have something of mine; one of my records or a newer t-shirt or..". 


Junior put his arms around Dave and pulled him into a warm hug. "It's OK, really" he said. "Come on now, we've 


still got more present to unwrap". 


Dave cheered up as he looked at the remaining presents. Juniors such a decent kid he thought. Im really lucky 
that he lives with me. 


Then Dave remembered..Junior didn't live with him. He had his own apartment. Junior had been spending such a 
lot of time at Dave's apartment over the last couple of weeks that Dave had temporarily forgot he didn't live 
there. 


Dave watched Junior open his next present; a calculator watch from one of his cousins. "Look Dave, isn't it 


great!" he beamed. "I'll get it out then you can see it properly’. Junior began opening the plastic case it was in. 


Suddenly, a brilliant idea came to Dave.. 


Six 


Dave had to admit, he was having a really good Christmas, perhaps even better than the previous one. He and 
Junior had listened to some of their new albums, played on a couple of new computer games and eaten loads 
of sweets (including the chocolate liqueurs). Junior had cooked Christmas dinner; a lovely baked ham with roast 
taters, baby carrots, sweetcorn and peas. Dave had wanted to help but Junior insisted on doing most of it 
himself because he really liked cooking. Dave teased him about this and Junior chased him out of the kitchen 


with the gravy boat. 

They had had some wine with their Christmas dinner; a pink wine that Junior told Dave was called Rose. It was 
sweet and bubbly and made Dave feel very relaxed After they finished eating, they settled on the settee, 
listening to the Accept Album that Junior had bought Dave. 


"You want me to wash up?" Dave asked. "I mean, you did dinner so it's the least | can do". 


"Nah, it's OK" said Junior. He put his head on Dave's shoulder and sighed with contentment. "lim comfy here 


now, so you can't move". 


"Ha, fair enough. I'll do it later" grinned Dave. He was comfy too and sleepy. However, he could sleep yet. There 


was something he needed to ask Junior. 
"Hey, Junior?" Dave began, suddenly feeling nervous. 
"Yeah?" 


"Um, well | was sort of wondering" Dave began. "And it's OK if you don't want to, | won't mind or get mad, 


honest. But | thought.maybe you'd like to move in with me?" 


Junior looked up at Dave, his sleepiness vanishing. His mouth and eyes were wide. Dave felt himself blush and 


he hung his head. 

"Me? Move in with you?" Junior gasped. 

"Its OK, no worries; | knew it was a dumb idea". 

"No, no, | want to!" Junior said. "| just..".he grabbed Dave, as he had done when invited round for Christmas and 
hugged him. Suddenly, all the cold air in the room seemed to vanish and Dave felt a warm feeling spreading all 
over him, inside and out. Without even realising it, he returned the hug, holding Junior close to him. Junior's 
soft, fluffy hair tickled his nose and his warm breath touched Dave's neck like a feather. Suddenly feeling shy 
again, Dave cleared his throat and spoke up. 


"Anyway, | thought it'd be a good idea cos we'd both save on rent". 


"We'll be able to hang out together all the time" said Junior, snuggling closer to Dave. 


"And we can save on bills too". Junior was stroking Dave's back with his one hand, while his other rested on 


Dave's hip. "Like, electricity and water and shit". 

"Dave, can we have bunk beds?" 

"Huh?" 

"Bunk beds" said Junior. "You know, where you have one bed on top of the other and... 

"Yeah, | know what bunk beds are" said Dave. 

"Can we have them?" Junior smiled and began to stroke Dave's hair. "You can have the top one". 

Dave grinned. "Sure. | kinda like the idea of being on top". 

Junior stared at him a moment, then he laughed too. "That could be taken totally the wrong way, you know. 
‘Only if you've got a dirty mind. Which a rice, well brought up farm boy like you shouldn't have". 

"You started it" said Junior, poking Dave gently in the stomach. 


"Ha, don't get cheeky with me. If you're gonna live with me, you gotta behave yourself". Dave reached for 


another beer and Junior giggled. 

"What will you do if | don't? Spank me and send me to bed?" 

"Oi, enough of that" Dave smirked. "Here". He thrust the can into Junior's hand. "Drink that and be good". Junior 
opened his can, still giggling. Dave took one for himself and settled back down on the settee, close to Junior. It 
was the first time since being in Metallica that he had liked the feel of somebody so close to him. 

The two guys drank their beer in silence, just enjoying each other's company. Then Dave spoke again. 

‘lm sorry | didn't get you a present Junior". 

"Hey, it doesn't matter" said Junior. "I said that before". 


"Yeah but | still feel like an asshole". 


"Well, don't". Junior's tone was firm. "Anyway, you did get me a present. brill one". Dave stared at him 


quizzically and Junior smiled. 


"You let me stay with you over Christmas when | was lonely. You made sure | had a good time and then you 
invited me to live with you. That's the best Christmas present | could want". 


Dave blinked. Junior looked happier than ever before; his eyes were sparkling and his smile brighter then all the 
bulbs in the tree lights. Dave swallowed, feeling over emotional. 


"That's OK kid. Don't be mushy and..".Dave concentrated looking over Junior's shoulder, where he saw 


something interesting happening out through the window. 

"Hey! Its snowing!" 

Junior gave a chirp of delight and leapt up. Grabbing Dave's hand, he led him over to the window, where they 
watched the snow falling. Big, plump flakes drifted down, covering the street and cars below in a fluffy white 
blanket. 


Junior smiled again and slipping an arm around Dave's waist, he pulled him close. "Happy Christmas Dave" he 
said. 


"Happy Christmas Junior" said Dave, kissing Junior on the forehead. 


The End 


